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Author's Notes: 

Prompt: Wintersun - Drunken (or are they?) confessions lead to more intimate activities (Jari Mäenpää/Teemu 
Mäntysaari). This pairing is quite intriguing, so | gave it a try and hope that it will meet the wished standards! | 
don't own the characters, the story is 100% fictional, product of my imagination and | don't profit from writing 
this! Hope you enjoy! 


PART | 
Jari's monologue: 
Oh, what kind of ..creature are you? Are you a boy, or a man? 


You look so fit, so strong - a male, so sure about yourself and your guitar skills.. | can see the tension 
straining your jaw when you concentrate to carry out a difficult riff, or a technical solo. | like gazing at the 
prominent muscles of your small torso, so well defined and visible beneath your half-open shirt, the droplets 
of sweat clinging to your thick hairline, while you strive, so absorbed in your work.. You don't even notice my 


stalking presence.. You remind me of those primitive, cavemen at hunting - focused on the prey, ready to 


shoot that spear and reward their people with the trophy of their achievement.. Boast at the admiration of 


their subordinates - elders, children, women... 


Am | your woman? Sometimes | think that all this determination and show-off is intended solely for my eyes! 
For my appealing - my satisfaction! And lord - | do am satisfied with the spectacle your offer me - and | do 
am satisfied with your eloquent finger work on that fretboard and those strings.. Such lucky strings... 


| dare admit that | may have marveled about those skillful fingers applying their ministrations on the strings 
of my body - because, in truth, all | am, is a forlorn marionette, waiting for someone to blow some life in, by 


manipulating the tangled strings! 
Tease me to please me, please! 
Then, I'll be your man- 


“because, you are my boy, after all, and | am your man! Your mentor! Beneath this manly strength and this 
impressively worked-out body of yours, hides a small, insecure boy... And | love that boy! 


Your face is hardly covered with any facial hair - resembling more a youngster in puberty, standing at the 
threshold of manhood.. What a dark world lurks beyond, for you, my sweet prince! Let me show you - let me 


guide you, let me hurt you, let me comfort you.. 


Sometimes, your small size, your pale skin, and this wonderful black mane of yours attribute a feminine, frail 
air to your presence - and you remind me of a girl, that needs protection and a slow, deep fuck. You look so 
sensual in your sweet ignorance.. Your naiveté wakes the beast inside of me! Your dark, brown eyes that 
sometimes stare slightly stray and cross, only make me melt, | can't take my gaze off of youl You are too 
sweet and cute and | want to protect you, fold you into my embrace and savor you, grant you an abundance 


of butterfly kisses on your smooth cheeks and rosy lips.. 


| fantasize about peeling your shirt off and exposing your muscled torso.. | can already fantasize about your 
heartbeat, pulsing under the white skin of your chest.. 


You are hot and frustrated; you are horny, yet still shy.. 

Are you scared of me? How can | erase all your inhibitions? 

Let me lick those nipples... Aaaahh... 

Your guitar moans your answer, for you - you, my shy boy.. 

| crave to put my palms inside your pants and squeeze your taut buttcheeks... | can imagine their full round 


shape in my hands, the sense of fulfilling satisfaction.. | can imagine them getting tortured and bruised by my 


passion until your mouth finally opens up to let a low moan slip! 


Take off your fucking clothes - you.. You don't NEED them! 


| want to look at you - examine your naked body thoroughly, every inch and bit, every mark, every scratch, 


every sensitive patch.. 
You sweat and glisten.. So.. So attractive, so alluring... 


| still gaze at you, playing your guitar.. Your fucking guitar! But, | can't hear what you're playing, all | hear is 
the whoosh of my blood, pooling southwards, between my legs, stirring and inflating my pride that lurks down 
there.. All | do is obey my urge to approach and grab you and make you mine- 


PART Il 


Execution 


" Jari..2", Teemu had stopped playing for a couple of minutes now and was waiting for Jari's response - a 


response that didn't seem likely to come. 


Jari seemed absorbed in some other reality. His eyes were transfixed on an invisible target, and his stare had 
taken on a darker hue.. There was something unsettling in those eyes. They flashed on Teemu all of a sudden, 
penetrating him rather unabashedly, stripping him off with their acuteness. Teemu felt queasy. He swallowed 

hard, at the lump that had formed in his throat, too shy to utter a word, too hot and sweaty in anticipation, 


to remain still. 


" Jari?", he repeated in a hesitant voice, to remind the taller man of their state, and only that second time, did 


Jari register him. 


He stood up and approached him, without talking at all, like an ominous vulture to a delicious corpse. He towered 
well above him, obscuring him with his formidable size, long pale hair flowing down to his waist like a cascade 
of gold. His expression was indecipherable. Teemu was becoming anxious. Had he done something wrong? He had 


prepared his ‘homework’, he had played his parts quite welll He started coughing, his throat itchy and dry. 

Jari put a firm hand on the back of his head, tangling his long fingers into the long black strands. He started 
massaging the skull of his guitarist, unprecedentedly, gripping a lush lock, curling it temptingly around his index. 
Teemu gasped. That reaction, no matter how sensual, was not what he had expected from Jari. Not that he 
was put off - quite the contrary.. 


" Are you scared of me?", the taller man's voice echoed close to his ear. 


" Me? No.. No Jari...” 


" How can | erase all your inhibitions?" 
" Uhhh.. What?" 


Jari seemed impatient at his awkward response. Apparently, that was not what he had expected from the 
junior guitarist, but then, how could he blame him, since he himself had never approached him so provocatively 
before! He closed his eyes in exasperation. No way was he missing the opportunity that time! It was time he 
took a step forward and went for the risk. 


The boy was too cute and hot to ignore any longer. 


With an abrupt movement of one of his hands, Jari tore Teemu's shirt open, buttons flying everywhere, all 
over the place, and with the other, he pulled his head closer to his own, crashing their foreheads rather 
violently, lips brushing, unsynchronized, before he finally planted a real, sloppy kiss on his mouth. 


Teemu was nonplussed, by Jari's initiative, unable to move, unable to speak. Jari enjoyed his embarrassment - 
flushing his cheeks, fluttering his eyes, looking sweet and innocent - and no matter how gentle he wanted to be 
with him, he opted for a more straightforward approach, before it was too late; too late for him, losing his 
nerve, spoiling their chance. Sliding his tongue inside Teemu's mouth, encroaching all sense of privacy, he sealed 
their lips together, once again, indulging in a slower kiss. He could smell Teemu's unique scent and it drove him 


crazy for lust - such an animalistic reaction... 


He receded, unlatching the junior's slack mouth from his own, by pulling him back, from the hair. It gave him a 


sense of dominance over the smaller man, which was very welcome. 


Their eyes crossed for one long moment, pupils dilated, mouths agape. A familiar fire burned between his 


thighs, spreading in circles, towards his belly, his chest.. He would explode. 

He pulled Teemu's head into him, forcing it lower, onto his bulging crotch. His pretty face scraped the zipper, 
his loose lips swept the fabric, leaving stains of saliva.. Jari sighed and ground him aggressively over the same 
area, as Teemu was trying to grasp his erection with his mouth. 

A gasp. And a sensual grunt. That was more than enough... 


Take off your fucking clothes - you.. You dont NEED them! 


Pretty soon all of Teemu's clothes were lying scattered all over the rehearsal place and his guitar moans were 


replaced by insatiable, passionate human cries! 
A boy - thats what he was. And he was too willing to guide him into some newer, darker paths.. 


The end 
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